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district. The taximan waggled a Sikhish beard and said,
"Bhot karab, sahib" He was trying to indicate to me m
Hindustani that the place was a purgatory of ugliness; and so
it was. I have never seen such a sorry mess in all my life
The district had been torn up by the roots to make a govern/
ment schedule. A great, big, ugly road was being pushed
through an area of Florentine romanticism like a cook's
skewer through a birthday cake. Soon gigantic bulks of
offices will rise, up will jump the rents and away the poor,
quiet, simple folks will go. Very soon Calcutta will have
nothing to show the tourist but an Indian maidan, a French
boulevard and a Scottish jute wallah.
Thus is Calcutta changing. It has become ashamed of its
own distmctiveness. Ships from all parts of the world sail
cautiously up the treacherous Hooghly River carrying to it
all the needs of a modern energetic community. Health and
sanitation sing their tributes to a Westermsm that knows not
Vishnu; a nationalist corporation does all that Europeans
wouldn't do (and probably for no other reason), business
firms insist on employees staying south of Park Street, but
very soon Calcutta will be a hybrid of Dundee and London
without an aromatic bazaar to remind us that the earth is not
comprehended in a runnelled street or a steel/framed fagade.
Europeans have a good life in Calcutta, as far as that is
obtainable in the East. Many declare it to be the nearest to
London life in India. Certainly, unless one allows foolish/
ness to spoil the quality of existence, Calcutta offers very
pleasant conditions. Her houses are most up/to/date, and
her streets, despite a Congress/ridden corporation, are more
sanitary than most known to India. It is true that you can
meet a jackal on the way home from the club as early as two
in the morning, but neither the jackal nor the dozing pan/
wallah (policeman) at the street corner takes much notice of
you. The one is after a juicy dustbin and the other is dreaming
of a village in the Punjab. So what matters it? You can
continue to smile at Jackson's story at the cocktail bar even if